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THE  MEASURE   OF 
LINCOLN    WORTH 


That  spontaneous  enthusiasm  with  which 
even  seasoned  motorists  tell  of  their  first 
ride  in  a  Lincoln  is  not  the  true  measure 
of  the  worth  of  this  splendid  car. 

Rather  that  measure  must  be  read  years 
hence.  Only  as  you  learn  through  how 
many  seasons  and  with  what  tireless 
persistence  this  car  continues  to  perform 
in  the  brilliant  manner  that  inspired  your 
first  delight  is  its  true  value  revealed. 

It  is  understood  throughout  this  entire 
organization  that  the  Lincoln  must  be  built 
not  only  instantly  to  prove  its  worth  but 
conclusively  to  confirm  that  proof  anew 
year  after  year. 

We  have  definitely  pledged  our  every 
resource  to  increasing  its  ability  to  justify 
the  enthusiasm  your  first  experience  with 
it  aroused. 

LINCOLN   MOTOR   COMPANY 

DIVISION   OF   FORD   MOTOR   COMPANY,    DETROIT,  MICH. 
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The  Seven  Passenger  Sedan 


LINCOLN 


Goblin 


First  thing  in  the  morning  Mr.  Scog- 
gins was  able  to  stand  it — even  from 
his  wife — 


and  in  the  evening,  when  he 
casually  asked,  "Oranges  for 
dessert?'     he   got   it   again — 


but  then  he  had  to  laugh  at  it  twenty 
times   a   day   during   business   hours — 


and  even  Granpa  Brown  read 
it  out  of  a  letter  from  Cus.— 


At  the  vaudeville  theatre,  of 
course,  all  the  comedians 
pulled  it — 


//  Was  too  much,  Mr.  Scoggins  cracked  under  the  strain. 
A  nerve  specialist,  who  took  his  case  in  hand,  was  kind  but 
could  suggest  no  remedy.  Mr.  Scoggins  was  forced  to  act 
on  his  own  initiative  and  so,  after  obtaining  a  set  of  sounl- 
proof  ear  protectors,  he  stepped  over  to  the  nearest  steam- 
ship office  and  bought  a  ticket  for  the  seat  of  the  banana 
industry. 


Native  Child:  "Is  that  the 

man  who  has  cut  down  all 

our   trees?" 

Father:  "Yes,  We  have  no 

bananas." 


History  of  Mr.  Scoggins 
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A  problem  for  the  super- 
stitious: What  does  it  portend 
when  a  black  cat  crosses  your 
path  and  makes  you  break  a 
mirror  ? 

G— G— G 
Do   You   Remember  ? 

When  you  were  leaving  the  summer 
hotel  how  uncomfortable  you  felt  in 
your  city  clothes. 

The  inanities  shouted  from  the  dock 
as  the  steamer  pulled  out. 

Your  own  summer  girl  walking  back 
to  the  hotel  arm  in  arm  with  the  fat- 
uous Sammy  Shaver. 

How  dusty  the  cars  were. 

How  strange  the  city  looked. 

How  desolate  the  house  looked  with 
the  blinds  all  drawn. 

The  furniture  with  its  white  covers 
looking  like  a  Ku  Klux  Klan  meeting. 

The  mouse  in  the  pantry. 

The  date  on  your  desk  calendar  you 
had  forgotten  all  about. 

The  office  staff's  admiration  of 
your  coat  of  tan. 

The  swapping  of  fish  stories. 


Exhibition  Visitors 

Exhibition     visitors     who     collect 
samples ....  Exhibition     visitors     who 

ariange   to   meet   at  the   fountain 

Exhibition  visitors  who  eat  pop -corn.  . 
Exhibition  visitors  who  picnic  in  front 
of  the  band  stand  .  .  .  Exhibition  visi- 
tors who  confine  their  visit  to  the  Mid- 
way ....  Exhibition  visitors  who  spoon 
by  the  waterfront.  .Exhibition  visitors 
who  stroke  the  horses'  noses ....  Exhi- 
bition visitors  who  take  in  the  grand 
stand  performance  "just  to  please  the 
children"  .  .  .  Exhi- 
bition   visitors    who 


Painting  the  Lily 

The  city  commission  of  Kalamazoo, 
Michigan,  is  at  present  amending  its 
municipal  dance  ordinance.  Among 
other  amendments  which  have  passed 
their  first  reading  is  one  to  the  effect 
that  partners  shall  not  look  into  one 
another's  eyes  while  dancing. 

Surely  the  name,  Kalamazoo,  is 
funny  enough  itself  without  the  city 
fathers  having  to  take  such  drastic 
steps  to  insure  the  town  getting  a  laugh 
whenever  it  is  mentioned. 


"She  reminds  me  of  a  brook,  the  way  she  talks,  babbling  on 
forever." 

"Huh!    Even  the  smallest  brook  always  gets  somewhere." 


THE  MAN  OF  FATE 

A  One  Hundred  Per  Cent.  Canadian 
Romance. 


Chapter  I 

JACQUES,  a  sturdy  voyageur,  stood 
in  the  doorway  of  his  little  cabin. 
"Adieu,  Marie,"  he  said.  "In 
two-t'ree  years  I  come  back  at  you 
again.  I  go  for  tak'  de  train  at  Trois 
Rivieres." 

As  the  broad  checked  shirt  of 
Jacques  disappeared  down  the  path, 
the  evil  face  of  Pierre  Garon  emerged 
from  behind  the  stove. 

"Marie,"  dit-il,   "is  he  gone?" 
"Oui,"     responded     Marie    as    she 
rushed  into  his  arms. 

Chapter  II 

"So  ye've  come  at  last,  lad!"  said 
McGregor,  the  Scotch  overseer  of 
Donnegan's  lumber  camp  in  the  Rocky 
Mountains,  as  he  greeted  Jacques  at 
the  station. 

"Ah!  the  puir  wee  laddie!"  cried 
Mrs.  McGregor  as  she  scattered  corn 
to  the  chickens  that  followed  her  every- 
where she  went.     They  loved  her  so ! 

Together  they  drove  in  the  rickity 
buggy  to  the  "wee  hoose,"  as  Mc- 
Gregor called  it.  The  chickens  fol- 
lowed along  behind,  hoping  for  a  smile 
from  "the  Mither,"  as  her  children 
called  her.  Here  Jacques  was  to 
make  his  home  and  his  living  as  a 
lumber-jack. 

And,  ah!  the  repast  that  awaited 
them  on  their  arrival!  Haggis,  and 
pibrochs!  How  inspired  Jacques  felt! 
He  rushed  out  and  felled  a  few  trees 
in  the  orchard  just  to  show  his  enthus- 
iasm. 

Chapter  III 

Some  three  weeks  later  Jacques  sat 
perched  upon  a  mountain  top  listening 
entranced  to  the  song  of  the  wood- 
pecker and  drinking  in  the  luxurious 
mountain  air.  (Calgary  papers  please 
copy).  Now  and  then  a  side-hill 
gouger  would  scurry  past  on  its  third 
or  fourth  cycle. 

Suddenly  the  peace  was  disturbed ! 

"Grumph!" 

An  enormous  grizzly  appeared, 
menacing    Jacques     with     his     mighty 


bulk.  Jacques  remembered  a  lion 
tamer  he  had  once  seen  on  a  visit  to 
Quebec  (that  historic  city!)  who  had 
hypnotised  his  pets  by  the  power  of  his 
eye.  For  Jacques  this  was  a  difficult 
task  as  he  was  somewhat  cross-eyed 
and  he  was  beginning  to  feel  his  power 
ebb  when  there  arose  a  weird  and 
dismal  sound.  The  bear,  terrified, 
scampered  away, .  leaving  Jacques 
transfixed.  It  was  Janet  M'Donald, 
a  niece  of  McGregor,  who  approached, 
playing  on  her  bagpipes. 

"A  mickle  a  muckle,  aye  doon  yon 
blaekit  shoonie!"  she  said. 

The  words  of  love  fell  softly  on  his 
ears.  Together  they  climbed  off  the 
mountain  top.  He  had  found  his 
mate. 

But  the  man  of  fate,  with  his  team 
of  dogs,  was  racing  nearer  over  the 
golden  prairies. 

Chapter  IV 
One   bleak   winter's   day,   when   the 
wind    blew    the    snow    in    great   swirls 
about    McGregor's    cabin,    a    strange 
knock  was  heard  at  the  door. 

"Wha's  there?"  called  out  Jacques, 
for  he  loved  the  people  and  had 
learned  to  speak  their  tongue. 

The  door  opened.  It  was  the 
gigantic  figure  of  a  half-breed. 

"Hoch!  Du  leiber  Augustine!" 
he  said  solemnly  in  French. 

Followed  a  whispered  consultation. 
Came  McGregor.  Spread  the  tid- 
ings. Passed  the  hat.  The  McGregors 
must  take  a  long  journey.  At  Trois 
Rivieres,  the  half-breed  said,  they 
would  learn  something  to  their  advan- 
tages. Jacques  must  come,  too. 
Sabastien  -  Baptiste  -  Weeping  -  Wolf 
would  take  them  on  his  sled.  Passed 
a  day  of  preparation.  And  then,  the 
great   day    arrived.      They   were   off! 

Chapter  V 

It     was     a     tedious     trip    over    the 

prairies.      Mither   McGregor  soon  ran 

out     of     corn     to     feed     her     faithful 

chickens    who,    one    by    one,    fell    ex- 


hausted by  the  way  and  were  cooked 
on  a  Liquoro  Spirit  Stove  (Adv.) 
and  eaten. 

Chapter  VI 
At   Trois    Rivieres   they    found   the 
house    of    the    cure    Bayard.      There, 
seated    about    a    great    log    fire,    they 
listened  to  a  strange  tale. 

"Jacques,"  said  the  cure,  "while 
you  were  away  Pierre  Garon  has 
made  love  to  Marie  but  to-day  I 
wrung  from  him  a  death  bed  con- 
fession in  which  he  says  that  he  has 
been  hiding  papers  which  prove  that 
McGregor,  who  is  really  the  Duke  of 
Argyle,  was  brought  up  in  obscurity 
and  in  ignorance  of  his  vast  inheri- 
tance through  his  machinations.  The 
money  he  bequeaths  half  to  Marie  and 
half  to  McGregor,  its  rightful  owner. 
It  is  his  dying  wish  that  you  should 
marry    Marie." 

He  pulled  aside  a  curtain  and 
there  stood  Marie  clad  in  a  shining 
wedding   gown. 

"Stop!  This  marriage  canna  gae 
on!" 

It  was  the  voice  of  Janet  who  had 
just  arrived  by  parcel  post. 

"Marie,"  she  said,  "have  ye  no  a 
wee  strawberry  mark  on  yer  left 
shoulder?" 

Soap  and  water  were  procured  and 
it  was  found  to  be  true. 

"Then,"  cried  Janet,  "You  are 
the  brither  of  Jacques!" 

"And  who  are  you?"  cried  they 
all. 

"I?"  replied  Janet.  "I  am  the 
Queen  of  the  May!" 

"The  Indians!  The  Indians!" 
arose  the  cry.  Sabastien-Baptiste- 
Sleeping-Wolf  had  summoned  the 
angry  tribes.  Arrows  poured  in  the 
windows.  Soon  the  humble  cottage 
was  in  flames. 

The  blue  smoke  carries  aloft  the 
souls  of  the  heroes  and  heroines  to 
some  other  fate  and  puts  an  abrupt 
end   to   this  happy  chronicle. 

The  End. 


One  Touch  of  Nature 

They  had  never  seen  one  another  before.  That  was 
made  certain  by  the  utterly  disparaging  store  which,  they 
vouchsafed  one  another's  apparel.  The  elder  of  the 
two,  she  looked  to  be  about  forty-five,  wore  a  dark 
high-necked  dress,  furnished  here  and  there  with  spang- 
les. The  most  striking  feature  of  the  other's  dress  was 
a  large  blue  feather  which  adorned  her  hat.  They  had 
seats  side  by  side  in  the  parlour  car.  I  was  across  the 
aisle. 

Hostilities  commenced  almost  at  once.  Blue  Feather 
bad  been  first  in  the  car  and  had  deposited  some  of  her 
superfluous  hand  baggage  in  the  rack  above  Spangles' 
chair. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Spangles,  frigidly,  "but 
would  you  please  remove  your  things  from  my  rack.  I 
am  anxious  to  put  my  own  bags  there." 

"Not  at  all,"  replied  Blue  Feather,  with  an  equally 
Arctic  intonation.  "I  don't  know,  though,  why  people 
who  rush  on  to  a  train  at  the  last  minute  expect  to  find 
things  in  perfect  order  for  them." 
Spangles  sniffed  and  said  nothing. 
The  bags  were  removed  and  there  was  a  ten  minute 
armistice. 

The  next  brush  was  about  the  porter.  Both  claimed 
priority  to  his  services ;  both  were  adamant.  The  poor 
youth  finally  left  in  a  flurry  of  African  graceousness 
and  misunderstanding,  trying  to  do  two  things  at  once. 
The  third  was,  of  course,  about  the  window.  Blue 
Feather  wanted  the  window  between  their  chairs  open; 
Spangles  was  insistent  that  it  be  shut. 

"I  don't  wish  to  suffocate,"  exclaimed  Blue  Fea- 
ther. "Fresh  air  never  did  anybody  any  harm." 

"Well,  I  have  some  respect  for  my  health,"  replied 
Spangles,  "and  I  know  better.  At  least,  I  know  enough 
not  to  let  a  gale  like  that  blow  right  into  my  face," 

"What  harm  could  it  do  you?"  queried  Blue  Fea- 
ther. 

"My  doctor  tells  me,"  stated  Spangles,  majestically, 
"that  I  have  peculiarly  sensitive  bronchial  tubes  and 
that  the  slightest  irritation  is  liable  to  cause  congestion 
there." 

Blue  Feather  was  visibly  thawing.  "You  should  try 
Creozone,"  she  said,  sympathetically.  "All  the  doctors 
recommend  it.  I  know  my  own  doctor — of  course,  he's 
rather  a  crank  on  operations  and  all  that  sort  of  thing — " 
"Operations!"  interrupted  Spangles,  "don't  speak  to 
me  about  operations.  I've  had  six  of  them  in  the  last 
five  years  and  I  want  to  tell  you — " 

They  were  away!  The  best  of  friends  they  chatted 
cheerily  of  operating  tables,  symptoms  and  specialists 
for  twenty  minutes. 


Moonlight  on  the  Bay 


Finally  (it  was  Blue  Feather  talking)  this  broke 
in  upon  my  unsophisticated  ear: 

"Let  me  see,  Billy  is  ten  years  old  now.  Yes,  in 
April,    1913,  — " 

I  am  of  an  extremely  delicate  and  apprehensive  nat- 
ure. I  feared  the  worst.  I  rose  and  made  a  break  for 
the  dining  car.  I  stayed  there  for  hours  eating  at  great 
expense  and  actual  discomfort.  I  do  not  smoke  but  I 
spent  the  remainder  of  my  journey  in  the  smoking  com- 
partment. It  was  safer. 

G— G— G 
Halt!    What  Goes  On! 
I    hear  the   Mexicans     are   going   to   cut  down     their 
army." 

"Sort  of  a  general  reduction?" 


Q0BjpIM 


Bishop  (making  tour  of  inspection  prior  to  taking  harvest-thanksgiving  service):  "I  really  must 
congratulate  you,  Vicar.  You  have  all  the  fruits,  flowers,  and  vegetables  of  the  district  well  rep- 
resented in  your  decorations.     I  think  there  is  hardly  an  omission." 

Vicar's  small   son    (unable   to  resist):     "Yes,    we  have  no  bananas!" 


Communism  in  the  Cafeteria 

His  hair  was  long;  his  clothes  were 
unkempt.  He  had  a  ravenous  appe- 
tite. Two  trays  were  required  to  trans- 
port the  dinner  he  subsequently  dis- 
posed of.  As  he  was  lining  up  to  pay 
his  check  he  noticed  that  the  amount 
was  $2.65.  The  man  in  front  of  him 
paid  his  check — forty  cents.  It  was 
clearly   an  occasion   for   a   speech. 

"Friends,"  said  the  long-haired  one, 
"I  interrupt  to  object!  We  have  all 
come  here  with  one  common  purpose 
— to  have  our  dinner.  Who  shall 
deny  a  man  the  right  to  his  dinner? 
Dinner  is  essential  to  life.      All  men, 


"Without  Prejudice." 
In  a  large  quarter-cut  oak  book 
case  rests  a  hugh  collection  of  military 
autobiographies  —  of  previous  wars, 
however.  I  have  read  them  all.  Was  it 
Byron  who  said,  "Here  lie  the  brave?" 


therefore,  should  be  allowed  an  equal 
and  inviolable  opportunity  to  obtain 
this  necessary  commodity.  We  have 
all  had  our  dinner,  true,  but  are  we 
getting  it  on  an  equal  basis?  No! 
— tears  choked  his  speech — "I  notice 
that  the  man  in  front  of  me  is  charged 
forty   cents  while   I,   who   am   a   poor 


working  man,   must  pay  $2.65.   Does 
it  seem  right?" 

He  ceased,  overcome  with  emotion. 
It  was  evident  that  all  were  deeply 
touched.  Several  were  weeping  softly. 
Even  the  manager  of  the  restaurant 
was  strongly  affected.  He  now  stepped 
forward. 

"Gentleman,"  he  said,  "these  sim- 
ple words  ring  true!  It  is  but  fair  that 
all  men  should  pay  an  equal  price  for 
such  an  essential  thing  as  his  dinner. 
The  charges  will  be  changed.  Every- 
one will  please  pay  the  cashier  two 
dollars  and  sixty-five  cents." 

And  harmony  was  restored. 


Our  Handy  Compendium  of  Useful  Information 

A  Guide  to  the  Masterpieces  of  the  World's  Best  Literature 
By  W.  K.  Ziegfeld 


'They  lived  a  ranch  hand  out  in  a 
tank  town  in  Alberta." 


ONCT  upon  a  time  they  lived  a 
ranch  hand  out  in  a  tank  town 
in  Alberta,  which  his  name  was 
probably  Henry  Jones.  This  Jones 
baby  was  so  much  the  goods  when  it 
come  to  sitting  the  broncos  that  it  was 
rumored  they  was  a  cockle-burr 
among  his  immediate  ancestors.  No 
kidding,  a  pinto  pony  might  as  well 
have  tried  to  buck  one  of  his  own 
spots  off  his  back  as  try  to  get  rid  of 
that  kid  onct  he  glued  hisself  to  the 
saddle.  But  Jonesy  wasn't  getting 
along  none  too  well  untill  one  day  a 
gent  blew  into  town  which  said  his 
name  was  Walter  Scott  and  he  was 
a  former  sporting  writer  on  a  London 
daily,  but  which  was  now  a  free  lance 
press  agent.  He  sees  the  possibilities 
in   this   bronco   bustin'   baby   and   gets 


himself  signed  up  as  the  kid's  publicity 
man.  Then  things  begun  to  hum 
like  as  if  somebody  heard  a  bumble- 
bee say  "Lend  me  your  ears"  and 
answered  in  the  affirmative. 

As  a  press  agent  Scotty  was  no 
unripe  berry,  but  he  sees  they  ain't  no 
more  future  for  a  guy  named  Jones 
than  they  is  for  a  octegenerian  on  his 
death-bed,  so  he  changes  the  kid's 
name  to  Lochinvar,  which  handle 
would  get  on  the  front  page  of  any 
newspaper  shouldst  the  boy  ever 
break  into  print.  Along  with  the 
brand  new  label,  Loch  begins  to  get 
notions  under  his  hair,  and  enters 
every  bronco  bustin'  contest  north  of 
the  Great  American  Desert,  which  is 
now  the  whole  United  States.  It 
wasn't  no  great  span  of  summers  and 
winters  before  the  folks  for  miles 
around  was  talking  about  young  Loch 
as  if  he  was  a  brand  new 
comet  or  a  substitute  for 
breakfast  food.  Scotty  cer- 
tainly got  that  lad  as  much 
publicity  as  if  he  had  com- 
mitted a  double  murder  with 
a  axe. 

And  Loch  was  all  to 
the  good  when  it  come  to 
riding  the  ponies.  They 
wasn't  no  saddle  sores  on 
that  baby,  but  when  it 
comes  to  horses  and  women 
they  ain't  no  telling  what's 
going  to  be  pulled  off,  and 
it  was  right  about  here  that 
the  kid  begun  to  mix  the 
two.  They  was  a  flock  of 
tourists  from  the  Last 
stopped  off  to  see  the  boys 
in     the    woo!ly     pants     per-  They 


form  at  the  biggest  contest  of  the 
year,  and  before  Loch  had  been  in 
town  ten  minutes,  he  lamped  a  skirt 
which  couldst  of  give  Aurora  Boreahs 
seven  colors  head  start  and  still  out- 
shine that  dame  at  the  finish.  Ellen 
was  the  handle  which  went  with  this 
bunch  of  calico,  but  Scotty  doesn't 
give  us  the  gals  last  name,  and  they 
is  no  reason  for  such  reticence,  as  Loch 
wasn't  the  kind  of  lad  to  get  mixed 
up  in  no  scandal.  How  the  soever, 
maybe  Loch  payed  his  cards  pretty 
cosey,  and  didn't  never  introduce 
Walt,  so  he  didn't  have  no  means  of 
knowing  the  dames  whole  signature. 
Well,  they  ain't  nothing  serious  turns 
out  of  the  affair  for  the  times  being, 
though  the  gal  invites  Loch  to  run  out 
to  Montreal  sometime  and  spend  a 
week  end  in  her  folk's  flat.  Loch  is 
so  floored  by  the  news  that  he's  mak- 
(Continued  on  page  31) 


wasn't  no  saddle  sore*  on  that  baby. 
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mill  Sou  OTetgl)  300  at  40? 


"Food,"  remarks  the  dictionary,  brightly,  "is  that 
which  furnishes  nutriment." 

Perhaps  it  does,  but  what  is  a  constant  source  of 
wonder  to  us  is  that  it  does  not  seem  to  furnish  nutri- 
ment in  direct  ratio  to  the  extent  of  its  consumption. 
Such  are  the  wonders  of  the  human  mechanism  that  a 
very  elongated  and  spidery  individual  may  absorb  large 
quantities  of  food  and  still  remain  elongated  and  spidery, 
whereas  a  tubby,  porpoise-like  creature  may  seek  sub- 
sistence solely  from  Graham  rolls  and  buttermilk  and 
still  remain  as  fat  as  Old  King  Cole. 

A  lean  and  hungry  Cassius  enters  a  cafeteria  and 
proceeds  to  select  a  lunch  which  not  only  occupies 
every  square  inch  on  one  of  the  well-known  platinum 
trays  provided  by  these  institutions  but  also  looks  as 
though  it  would  be  quite  sufficient  completely  and  un- 
equivocally to  sink  Cassius  himself.  Not  so,  however; 
he   nonchalantly   disposes  of  everything  before  him   and 


goes  away  looking  as  though  he  hadn't  been  on  speaking 
terms  with  a  decent  meal   since  Christmas   Eve,    1 908. 

The  ponderous,  Falstaffian  fellow,  on  the  other  hand, 
after  a  meal  which  one  wouldn't  think  would  satisfy 
a  gnat  strolls  aft,  looking  for  all  the  world  as  though 
he  had  just  attended  the  reunion  banquet  of  Locomotive 
Engineers'  Local  No.  81. 

The  medical  profession,  we  understand,  are  now 
inclined  to  regard  fat  as  temperamental  and  constitu- 
tional rather  than  optional  as  so  many  people  are  inclined 
to  believe  it.  Of  course,  if  you  weigh  240  and  try 
rolling  down-stairs  six  times  before  breakfast  each  morn- 
ing, the  chances  are  you  will  lose  some  weight — nobody 
can  be  expected  to  stand  that  sort  of  thing — but  gen- 
erally speaking  if  you  are  meant  to  be  fat  you'll  be  fat 
and  if  you  are  meant  to  be  a  living  skeleton  you'll  be  it. 

Isn't  that  a  pleasant  thought?  It  saves  so  much 
worry. 


GOBIM 


SeSK* 


11 


The  Reds  Call  This  "Economic 
Determinism' ' 

It  will  be  two  years  in  March  since 
that  utterly  uneventful  day  when  a 
university  professor  dismissed  one  of 
his  students  after  a  short  interview  by 
telling  him  that  the  composition  the 
latter  has  submitted — or  are  they 
called  essays  in  our  higher  institu- 
tions?— was  the  sort  of  thing  one 
wrote  for  newspapers  or  magazines 
and  decidedly  not  the  kind  of  literary 
output  expected  from  an  embryo  B.A. 
On  the  professorial  face,  so  history 
relates,  was  the  expression  of  disgust 
which  graces  the  features  of  a  man 
on  meeting  a  senile  egg. 

Now,  the  newspapers  tell  us  that 
this  same  professor  has  been  deliver- 
ing a  series  of  lectures  on  journalistic 
English  to  a  group  of  students  who 
hope  to  earn  their  living  by  base  scrib- 
bling. 

G— G— G 

Hurray! 

Friends,  let  us  gather  round  a  bon- 
fire of  life  insurance  policies,  while  we 
discuss  plans  for  the  future  of  the 
country's  undertakers.  A  lot  of  us  are 
going  to  live  forever. 

This  interesting  and  instructive  an- 
nouncement is  of  very  recent  invention. 
It  depends  upon  the  statement  made 
by  a  well-known  medical  health  officer 
that  "in  the  past  half  century  science 
has  advanced  so  rapidly  that  fully  fif- 
teen years  have  been  added  to  the  life 
f  the  average  man."  You  will  grant 
that  the  life  of  the  average  man  is  three 
score  and  ten  and  you  must  grant  that 
medical  science  will  advance  as  rapidly 
from  September,  1923  on,  as  it  has 
since  September,   1873. 

Suppose  for  the  sake  of  getting  this 
thing  over  with,  that  you  are  now 
twenty  years  old.  You  have  fifty 
years  to  go,  in  the  great  race  of  life, 
as  the  novelists  call  it.  But  when  you 
reach     seventy,     thanks     to     medical 


dotage  Canabten 


SUan  Cratoforb 

As  this  issue  is  on  the  press,  news 
comes  that  Allan  Crawford,  leader 
of  the  expedition  that  went  to 
Wrangel   Island  in   1  92  1 ,  is  dead. 

Allan  Crawford  was  a  member 
of  the  little  group  that  founded 
GOBLIN  and  through  his  personal 
initiative  as  Circulation  Manager 
did  much  to  assure  its  early  success 
and  development  prior  to  the  time 
of  his  departure  for  the  Arctic. 

He  will  always  be  remembered 
by  his  associates  as  an  esteemed 
colleague   and  a  valued   friend. 


science,  you  can  tack  on  another  fif- 
teen. And  in  the  time  it  will  take  you 
to  reach  this  ripe  old  age,  science  will 
continue  to  advance  sufficiently  to  in- 
crease your  time  on  earth  by  another 
fifteen  years,  making  one  hundred  in 
all.  By  the  time  you  have  used  up 
these  thirty  extras,  science  will  have 
stuck  nine  more  on  the  score.  Use  them 


up  and  you  can  then  start  doing  an 
additional  2  years,  8  months  and  12 
days. 

You  can  keep  on  dividing  and  figur- 
ing till  February  comes  in  March  and 
have  your  life  planned  out  in  minutes 
and  fractions  of  seconds  but  you  will 
never  be  able  to  reach  an  end — at 
least,  not  till  you  reach  infinity,  and 
who  wants  to  live  any  longer  than 
that,  anyway. 

G— G— G 

Will  all  those  who  claim  author- 
ship of  the  bright  remark,  "I  prefer 
making  love  to  married  women,  firstly, 
because  they  are  quite  experienced  and 
secondly,  because  they  are  so  damn 
grateful,"  please  call  at  the  office 
some  Thursday  and  have  tea  with  the 
stenographer? 

G— G— G 

Daughter:  "Has  my  mail  come 
yet?" 

Mother:  "Daughter,  you  must  stop 
using  that  terrible  slang." 


O) 


\ 


'Henry,  don't  forget  this  is  the  day  you  are  to  go  to  the  dentist" 
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Look  Out !  Here  Comes  the  Bride  ! 

The  bridesmaids  carried  bouquets  of  American 
Beauty  roses  and  sawed-off  shotguns,  while  the  maid  of 
honor  was  equipped  with  a  high-powered  express  rifle, 
such  as  is  used  for  hunting  big  game.  The  six  little 
flower  girls  wheeled  a  one-pounder  field  piece  into 
position. 

The  bride  wore  a  charming  gown  of  white  satin,  a 
veil  of  old  lace  and  slung  from  her  slender  waist  several 
automatic  pistols  of  heavy  calibre. 

As  usual,  no  notice  was  taken  of  the  bridegroom  or 
his  attire,  so  it  passed  undetected  that  he  had  donned 
beneath  his  cutaway  a  neat-fitting  suit  of  armour  of  con- 
ventional black. 

The  bride  entered  on  the  right  arm  of  her  father,  so 
as  to  have  her  own  right  arm  free  for  a  quick  draw. 
With  some  dismay,  those  present  observed  that  she  was 
as  nervous  as  the  average.      In  many  quarters  the  whis- 


pered hope  was  expressed  that  her  weapons  possessed 
the  usual  safety  devices  and  that  if  she  should  see  any 
need  of  action  she  would  calm  herself  and  confine  her 
fire  to  the  target  she  was  about  to  take  for  better  or 
for  worse. 

Desperately,  the  bridegroom  attempted  to  force  a 
thick  wedding  ring  on  the  trigger  finger  of  his  blushing 
bride,  but  she  sternly  frustrated  him  by  holding  forth 
the  usual  digit  of  her  left  hand. 

However,  before  the  nuptials  had  been  completely 
solemnized,  a  seedy  young  man  rushed  up  the  aisle  and 
disarmed  the  bride. 

"Who  is  this  well-wisher?"  inquired  the  startled 
bridgegroom. 

The  hungry-looking  intruder  responded  by  handing 
the  bride  his  card,  though  he  retained  her  pistols. 

"Yours  for  good,  old  fashioned  methods,"  he 
pleaded.      "I'm  a  divorce  lawyer!" 

— Fairfax  Downey. 


"Thought  you  said  you  could  sail  a  boat." 
"Well,  we're  over  two  miles  from  where  we   started, 
playin'  golf?" 


What    d'ye    suppose    I've    been    doin' — 
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"/    believe  you'd  ralher   be   inside  playing  cards   with  papa  than  out  here  with  me." 
''Not  at  all,  darling.      But  we  must  have  the  money  to  get  married  with." 


The  Message  of  the  Flowers 


She  was  a  frail,  timid-looking  little  woman  dressed 
completely  in  black,  in  whose  red-rimmed  eyes  and 
slightly  swollen  features  were  revealed  unmistakably  the 
traces  of  recently  shed  tears.  As  she  entered  the  street- 
car and  stood  swaying  and  looking  hesitantly  about  her, 
two  young  men  sprang  to  their  feet  and  assisted  her  to  a 
seat.  She  thanked  them  and  tears  sprang  to  her  eyes. 
She  seemed  unable  to  c/.eck  them,  and  they  rolled  un- 
heeded down  her  pale  cheeks,  to  be  wiped  away  from 
time  to  time  with  the  little  wisp  of  damp  linen  which 
she  nervously  rolled  and  unrolled  in  her  fingers.  Her 
lips  twitched  and  she  clenched  one  white  hand  and 
pressed  the  knuckles  firmly  against  her  quivering  mouth 
as  though  to  force  back  sobs  which  must  come. 

It  was  plain  that  she  had  suffered  a  great  bereave- 
ment— some  overwhelming  loss,  and  the  glances  directed 
towards  the  slender,  drooping  figure  were  pregnant  with 
sympathy  and  commiseration.  Even  the  children  stared 
in  mute  concern,  wcnder  and  a  vague  pain  showing  in 
their  clear  eyes.      Noting  this  the  woman  endeavored  to 


smile  —  a  pathetic  little  smile  that  was  more  heart- 
breaking than  tears.  Seated  beside  the  black-clad  figure 
was  a  motherly-looking  old  lady  with  a  bouquet  of  wild 
flowers  in  her  hand.  Now  and  again  the  woman  in 
black  regarded  her  appeahngly  and  appeared  to  be  on 
the  verge  of  addressing  her,  but  each  time  she  closed  her 
lips  firmly  and  turned  away,  pressing  her  handkerchief 
to  her  streaming  eyes.  The  mother-heart  of  the  white- 
haired  woman  was  touched.  Convention  was  brushed 
aside  in  the  face  of  another's  despair.  She  touched  the 
sorrowful  one  on  the  shoulder. 

"My  poor  child."  she  murmured.  "You  seem  to  be 
in  great  distress.      Is  there  nothing  I  can  do  for  you?" 

The  handkerchief  was  removed  from  streaming  eyes 
that  looked  up  beseechingly  into  the  faded  blue  ones. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  little  woman  in  a  low-tense  voice. 
"If  you'll  just  throw  those  flowers  out  of  the  window 
I  think  I'll  feel  better.  That  goldenrod  is  p'aying  the 
very  deuce  with  my  hay-fever.        .    .    .   I   .    . 

And  then  she  sneezed. 
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Ethel:    "No,  I  never  take  anything  to  drink." 
George:     "I   suppose  not — unless   some   obliging   liar 
tells  you  there's  nothing  in  the  punch." 


Merely  a  Suggestion 

Among  the  changes  in  the  estab- 
lished order  of  things  which  we  take 
pleasure  in  advocating  is  the  little  mat- 
ter of  those  small  cylinders  affixed  to 
the  backs  of  the  seats  in  the  theatres 
and  containing  alleged  chocolate. 
These  objects  are  far  from  insignifi- 
cant, for,  apart  from  getting  in  the 
road  of  your  knees,  they  are  a  public 
menace  in  that  they  cause  untold  indi- 
gestion, quarrels  over  who  is  to  deposit 
the  dime  and  lead  to  demoralization 
of  our  youth  through  the  possibility  of 
extracting  the  coin  with  the  aid  of  a 
pen  knife,  a  trick  which  I  learned  last 
night. 

If,  however,  these  nuisances  must  be 
there,  there  are  many  other  uses  to 
which  they  might  be  put  which  would 
prove  more  valuable  to  the  theatre- 
going  public,  as  for  instance: 


A  hat  pin  for  jabbing  the  people  in 
front  who  insist  on  talking  while  the 
curtain  is  up. 

A  pad  and  pencil  for  silent  com- 
munications. 

A  handkerchief  to  save  the  uphol- 
stery during  the  showing  of  Pathe 
pathetics. 

A  pair  of  nail  scissors  for  the  ner- 
vous ones. 

Cough  drops. 

Fire-works   for  celebrating  the  new 
vaudeville  joke  of  the  year. 
G— G— G 

Visiting  Business  Acquaint- 
ances 

First  Second-Storey  Worker:  — 
"What  sort  of  luck  did  you  have  on 
this  safe-blowing  job  you  was  to  pull 
in  Winnipeg?" 

Second  First-Storey  Worker:  — 
"Cheese  it,  cheese  it.  I  no  sooner  sets 
down  my  tools  to  look  over  the  place 


when  somebody  swipes  them  and  when 
I  goes  out  looking  for  the  dirty  bum, 
I  gets  me  pocket  picked." 

G— G— G 

Uncommon  Customs 

"You're  leaving  for  the  U.S.A.," 
Said  Bill  to  me  the  other  day, 
"Bring  back  a  box  of  what  I  likes, 
Some  Chesterfields  or  Lucky  Strikes. 

"It  won't  be  hard  to  get  them  through, 
The  customs  man  won't  look  at  you." 
We  said  good  bye.     I  left  that  night. 
— May  the  angels  guard  a  hapless 
wight ! 

For  I  stuffed  that  carton  in  my  hat, 
But  it  didn't  appear  very  well  like  that 
So  I  slipped  it  in  across  my  chest, 
Which  sprung  the  buttons  on  my  vest. 

I  tried  to  force  them  up  my  sleeve — 
"Ah,  what  a  tangled  web  we  weave!" 
I  strive  to  hide  it  every  way. 
That  carton  simply  would  not  stay! 

I  ripped  the  darn  thing  open  then 
And  took  outside  the  packets  ten, 
Reflecting  it  would  be  the  same. 
And  spread  them  over  all  my  frame. 

This  method  somehow  seemed  the  best 

Although  it  made  a  bulky  vest. 

I  felt  a  little  safer  then 

When  I  approached  the  customs  men. 

And  then  I  found  the  customs  man 
Was  only  good  old  Gus  McGann, 
Whom  I  used  to  know  in  the  years 

'way  back 
When  we  shot  for  dibs  by  the  railroad 
track. 

He  wanted  to  know  if  I  cared  to  buy 
Some  cigarettes  or  a  quart  of  rye .... 
The  tears  welled  up  and  began  to  brim 
As  I  stepped  outside  and  reported  him. 
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Loving  Sam 

Even  since  I  had  engaged  the 
ample-waisted  and  dusky  Diana 
White  as  cook-general  my  attention 
had  been  called  to  a  peculiar  phe- 
nomenon which  took  place  three  times 
a  day.  I  could  not  fail  to  observe 
that,  at  precisely  the  same  time  as 
Diana  struck  the  gong  in  the  hall  to 
summon  the  fairuly  to  meals,  there 
would  appear  at  the  backyard  gate  a 
bedraggled  and  dejected  looking 
darky.  After  a  careful  scrutiny  of  the 
windows  of  the  rear  of  the  house  he 
would,  assuming  a  nonchalant  manner, 
shuffle  past  the  garbage  pails  and  onto 
the  kitchen  porch.  It  was  impossible  to 
identify  this  dishevelled  figure  with 
the  milkman,  the  baker  or  even  the 
garbage  man  or  any  of  the  other 
licensed  callers  at  the  kitchen  dcor. 
Finally  I  spoke  to  Diana  about  it. 

"Diana,"  I  said  sternly,  "you 
mustn't  allow  your  lazy  husband  to 
come  here  for  his  meals.  I  am  not 
running  a  free  lunch  counter.  Do  you 
understand?" 

"Yes'm,"  said  Diana,  "Ah  urt- 
dahstands." 

But  the  following  day  and  the  next 


^r^vWC^ 


"What!  Widow's  weeds,  Mrs.  Glunn?  I  hope 
this  doesn't  mean  that  anything  has  happened  to 
Mr.  Glunn." 

"No,  sir;  but  I  was  that  mad  at  him  to-day  I 
decided  to  go  back  into  mourning  for  my  first 
husband." 


Losing  his  courage 

I  observed  as  usual  the  regular  arriv- 
als of  the  unwelcome  guest.  I  spoke 
again  to   Diana. 

"Diana,"  I  said,  "this  has  got  to 
stop!  That  husband  of  yours  is  a  dis- 
grace. I  won't  have  him  seen  entering 
my  backyard.  Keep  him  out  and  don't 
let  me  have  to  speak  about  it  again." 

"Yes'm,"  said  Diana. 

After  that  I  had  not  thought  it 
necessary  to  check  up  on  Diana  until 
one  day,  a  week  later,  I  was  surprised 
to  see  my  old  friend  ambling  in  in  his 
usual  manner.  He  had  by  this  time 
worn  quite  a  little  path  across  the  lawn. 
I   called   over   the   banister. 

"Diana!"  I  shouted,  "if  that  hus- 
band of  yours  doesn't  get  out  of  my 
kitchen  in  two  minutes  I'll  call  the 
police!" 

(Continued  on  Page  26) 
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Writing  for  the  Emotion  Pictures 

A  Questionnaire  to  Determine  the  Expansion  oj  Your  Imagination 


You  want  to  make  big  money.  You  want  to  see  your 
name  on  the  screen.  Of  course  you  do!  Goblin  will  help 
you.  Goblin's  photoplay  writing  course  is  the  best  course 
in  the  world.  We  invite  you  to  try  the  first  nine  holes 
and  be  convinced.  It's  a  knockout.  But  before  you  sign 
up  you  must  answer  the  questionnaire  below  quoted  to 
make  sure  that  you  possess  creative  ability,  without 
which  you  can  do  nothing.  Goblin's  lest  is  a  sure-fire 
estimate  of  your  imaginative  powers.  No  one  who  scores 
more  than  1  5  per  cent,  will  be  allowed  to  take  the  course. 

I.  Arthur  Broggett  is  a  young  auto  mechanic  in  Tus- 
caloosa. His  aunt  before  he  was  born  eloped  with  the 
local  blacksmith.  When  Arthur  is  25  he  inherits  a  shot 
gun.  The  blacksmith  returns  and  says  that  Arthur's 
garage  is  on  the  site  of  his  abandoned  smithy  and  claims 
it  as  his  own.  His  aunt  declares  that  it  was  his  deceased 
parents'  wish  that  she  should  adopt  him  and  tries  to 
send  him  to  a  private  school  in  Boston.  One  day,  while 
Arthur  is  oiling  the  shotgun,  his  uncle  and  aunt  appear. 
"Come  Arthur,  kiss  your  Aunt  Maud,"  says  the  black- 
smith. 

(a)  Relate  in  two  words  what  Arthur  will  do. 

(b)  Why  was  Arthur  oiling  the  shotgun? 

(c)  What  kind  of  oil  was  he  using?  (N.B.  Mr. 
Hashfish,  the  head  of  this  course,  also  sells  stickstuff 
oil). 

II.  A  yachting  paity  consisting  of  Sir  Ronald,  Lord 
Edgecliffe,  Baron  Swoop,  Egbert,  the  handsome  but- 
ler, and  the  beautiful  Lady  Evelyn,  is  shipwfecked  on 
a  desert  isle.  You  are  given  three  guesses  who  Lady 
Evelyn  will  fall  in  love  with. 

III.  Herman  Shirtt,  the  famous  pickle  magnate,  has 
disowned  his  son  Donald  for  interfering  with  his  felon- 
ious plans  to  corner  the  Sauer  Kraut  market.  Donald, 
unknown  to  his  father,  goes  to  work  in  the  pickle  fac- 
tory where  he  meets  beautiful  Dora  Delinquent,  the 
fascnating  factory  girl  who  earns  her  living  sticking 
the  knobs  on  gherkins. 

(a)  Complete  the  story  in  one  hundred  words. 

(b)  After  Dora  has  turned  out  to  be  the  daughter 
of  old  Herman  Shirtt's  abandoned  wife  what  action 
does   Donald  take? 

(c)  Work  in  a  courtroom  scene  and  a  race  between 
a   locomotive,   an   aeroplane   and   three   automobiles. 

(d)  Has  the  governor  of  a  state  any  other  function 
than  pardoning  condemned  prisoners? 

(e)  What  color  is  Dora's  hair? 

(f)  Show  Donald  two  years  later  using  bachelor 
buttons. 


IV.  Sapristi,  the  dissolute  Span  aid,  drunk  w.th  gin 
drug-crazed  and  hungry,  is  attacking  the  fascinating 
Maida  Marvel  in  the  lone'y  cottage.  The  situation  has 
become  very  interesting. 

(a)  Will  Lieut.  Thrasher  arrive  in  time? 

(b)  When  the  villain  is  given  up  for  dead  with  which 
weapon  will  he  sneak  up  behind  the  hero? 

A  knife  A  revolver 

A  banana  A  corkscrew. 

(c)  While  the  hero  and  the  villain  grapples,  will  the 
heroine  call  for  help  or  stand  with  the  back  of  her  hand 
pressed  against  her  mouth? 

V.  Write  forty-two  subtitles  beginning: 

"From  earliest  times,  down  through  the  generations, 
to  the  present  day,  the  history  of  mankind  has  been — " 

VI.  What  is  wrong  with  these  subtitles? 

"Very  well  then,  young  man,  since  you  insist  on  pre- 
ferring your  art  to  a  steady  job  in  my  pickle  foundry,  I 
will  give  you  a  fine  studio  on  the  avenue." 

"Angelica,  the  modest  country  maid,  was  embarrassed 
by  the  advances  of  the  handsome  Vincent.  The  only 
men  she  had  ever  met  were  the  travelling  salesmen  who 
passed  through  Snootville." 

"The  head  mistress  of  the  orphan  asylum  was  a 
kindly  soul  who  loved  children." 

"At  the  gay  road  house  only  soft  drinks  were  served 
to  the  guests." 

"In  the  little  hamlet  on  the  coast,  Gertrude,  the  only 
daughter  of  the  old  sea  captain,  was  as  ugly  as  a 
turtle." 

"Matthew,   for  the  sake  of  our  cross-eyed  child!" 

VII.  Which  is  the  funniest? 
fa)   Curl  papers. 

(b)  A  pickaninny  with  a  water  melon. 

(c)  Two  lions  in  a  bedroom. 

(d)  Walrus  whiskers. 

VIII.  Sally  Lunn,  the  pretty  wife  of  Archibald  Lunn, 
the  millionaire,  has  run  off  with  his  half-witted  brother. 
Archie  is  in  love  with  Dolly  Despair,  a  chorus  girl, 
who  is  secretly  using  him  to  keep  her  other  lover,  who 
turns  out  to  be  the  half-witted  brother,  who  has  de- 
ceived her  by  running  off  with  Sally  Lunn,  the  p-^tty 
wife  of  — ,  etc.,  etc. 

As  a  flash-back  would  you  suggest  the  Roman 
Empire  under  the  Caesars,  Egypt  under  the  Pharaohs 
or  the  basket  under  the  table? 

There  you  are.  Write  only  on  one  side  of  the  pape1" 
and  print  your  name.  For  the  best  answers  a  prize  of 
one  educated  oyster  will  be  given. 
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Goblin's  Supplement  for  Children 

Let  the  youngsters  listen  to  wise  Auntie  Toxin,  share  the  troubles  of  Uncle  Nicodemus 

and  learn  a  new  game. 


Auntie  Toxin's  Bedtime  Story 

I  have  told  you,  dear  children,  how 
the  leopard  got  his  spots,  how  the  ele- 
phant got  his  trunk,  how  mother  got 
her  black  eye  and  how  father  got  his 
the  next  day.  Now,  little  ones,  I  will 
tell  you  how  the  actress  got  her  tights. 
Listen  carefully  for  perhaps  you  do 
not  know  that  there  was  a  time  long, 
long  ago,  oh  years  before  the  Watson 
sisters  were  thirty-five,  when  things 
were  not  all  such. 

In  those  days  there  was  a  terrible, 
terrible  old  auctioneer  with  a  wooden 
head  who  sold  little  children  to  the 
Humpteydidleyumps.  Now  the  Hump- 
teydidleyumps,  as  you  know,  run  a 
glue  factory  so  the  whole  affair  was 
really  awful  and  no  mistake.  But  the 
nasty  man  was  caught  at  last.  The 
Lady  Police  Magistrate  found  him 
one  day  spitting  on  the  sidewalk  and 
what  she  said,  darling  children,  was 
a  wow.  They  read  Robert  W.  Ser- 
vice to  him  till  his  head  split  open 
sideways  and  suddenly  while  he  was 
watching  three  ladies  in  knickers  turn- 
ing somersaults  at  a  busy  intersection 
—  whish,  they  changed  him  into  a 
Censor. 

Now  when  a  man,  even  an  auc- 
tioneer, is  changed  into  a  Censor,  a 
very  frightful  change  comes  over  him. 
He  is  bitten  by  the  Unhappiness  Bug 
and  a  voice  keeps  whispering  in  his 
ear,  "Oh,  bo,  you  are  a  wise  guy. 
You   are  big   stuff." 

So  the  Censor  ran  all  over  every- 
where, whispering  through  his  nose,  "I 
have  a  great  duty  to  perform  in  the 
public  interest.  I  must  protect  the 
morals  of  the  American  continent." 
This,  children,  is  a  mystic  spell  which 
is  called  "Kidding  Yourself"  and 
once  under  the  influence  of  it,  a  man 
can   never,   never,   never  escape. 

But  to  make  a  short  story  just  a 
little  shorter,  the  Censor  came  to  a 
place  called   Musicalcomedywhichany- 


LESSON  XXX 

See  the  funny  man. 

The  funny  man  has  a  name. 

His  name  is  Uncle  Nicodemus 
Nautch. 

He  is  asleep. 

He  is  asleep  in  a  bath  tub. 

Why  is  Uncle  Nicodemus 
asleep  in  a  bath  tub? 

He  is  asleep  in  a  bath  tub  be- 
cause of  the 

C-a-n-a-d.-i-a-n  N-a-t-i-o-n-a-l 
E-x-h-i-b-i-t-i-o-n. 

What  is  the  C.N.E.? 

Ask  Uncle  Nicodemus  what 
the  C.N.E.   is. 

He  says  it  is  a  !*!(?*!)!* 
n-u-i-s-a-n-c-e. 

Uncle  Nicodemus  has  visitors. 

The  visitors  are  Aunt  Sarah 
Jane  and  Uncle  Bill  and 
eight  children. 

Is  that  all? 

No,  that  is  not  all.  There  is 
the  hired  man  and  the 
Peterses  and  the  Watkinses! 

Nice  Uncle  Nicodemus. 

Let  us  run.  Let  us  all  run 
fast.  Uncle  Nicodemus  is 
going  to  wake  and  tell  us  all 
about  the  country  visitors. 

We  must  not  listen. 

Uncle  Nicodemus  is  nice  but 
what  Uncle  Nicodemus  is 
going  to  say  is  not  nice. 

No.     It  is  not  nice  at  all. 


mancantakehiswifeand  daughters  tosee, 
and  there  he  saw  a  pretty  little  bare- 
legged dance.  And  he  muttered  a 
mysterious  incantation : 

"Bromo  Seltzer.      Lemonade. 

My  cousin's  in  the  woollen  trade. 

Pluto  Waters.     Ale  and  Porter. 

My  sister's  son's  a  silk  importer. 


I  can  save  the  world  from  sin, 
And  also  rake  the  shekels  in." 
So  the  pretty  little  bare-legged 
dance  disappeared  and  the  poor  little 
actresses  got  soaked,  every  single  one 
of  them.  And  though  that  was  years 
and  ages  ago  they  are  still  hoping  and 
hoping  that  the  day  will  come  when 
they  will  all  be  freed.  But  no  one 
can  say  when  that  day  will  be  except 
Augustus  Thomas  and  you  all  know 
very  well,  my  dears,  that  he  would 
never  tell. 

G— G— G 

Jaunty  Geography 

A  new  parlour  game  for  young  folk  of 
all  ages. 

Instructions :  One  player  is  chosen 
Host  and  another  Introducer.  The 
remaining  players  are  called  Guests. 
The  Guests  are  led  up  one  at  a  time 
by  the  Introducer  to  the  Host. 

As  the  first  Guest  is  led  up  the 
Introducer  says: 

"George,  allow  me  to  present  Mrs. 
Brown  from  Bermuda."  Whereupon 
the  Host  replies: 

"How  d'ye  do,  Mrs.  Brown.  Won't 
you  step  into  the  dining  room  and 
have  an  onion." 


The  second  Guest  is  led 


up. 


Introducer:  "G°orge,  this  is  Mr. 
McGilhcuddy,  of  the  Canary  Is- 
lands." 

Host:  "I'm  so  glad  you  could  come, 
Mr.  McGilhcuddy.  Won't  you  sing 
something  for  us?" 

The  third  Guest  is  brought  forward. 

Introducer:  "George,  I  want  you 
to  meet  my  friend  Miss  Gorjuss  from 
Smyrna." 

Host:  "Thank  you,  Harry,  but  you 
needn't  bother  presenting  Miss  Gorjuss. 
I  already  have  a  date  with  her  for 
to-night." 

And  so  on. 

The  object  of  the  game  is  to  stump 
the  Host. 
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The  Mother  Speaks 

Your  hair  is  bobbed;  your  nose  is  daubed 

With  powder,    too. 
When  I  was  young  girls  did  not  dress 
In  such  a  style,  and  O,  much  less 

Young  men   like  you. 

— Roger  Irwin. 

G— G— G 

Caller:  "Is  the  editor  in?" 
Office  Boy:  "No." 

Caller:     "Well,    throw    this    poem    in    the    waste 
isket." 

G— G— G 

The  Judge  Comes  Home 

"How  did  you  get  that  cut  on  your  head?" 
"Hie — musta — hie — bit  myself." 
"Gwan.     How  could  you  bite  yourself  up  there?" 
"Musta  stood  on  a  chair." 

G— G— G 


Sonnet  Questionnaire 


Jane:  "Marriage  is  a  great  institution." 
Janet:  "So  is  a  penitentiary." 


Oh,  chaste  Diana, — thus  we  must  address  thee 

If  we  preserve  the  classical  tradition 

And  seek  no  swift  consignment  to  perdition 

From  ancient  Latin  profs., — may  we  impress  thee 

With   this  time-honoured,   reverent   salutation ! 

Bear  with  us  kindly,  huntress  shrewd  and  haughty, 

Forbear  to  think  our  skepticism  naughty. 

— Then  purest  blue-black  ink  be  our  oblation! 

Tell  us,  Diana,  had  you  ne'er  a  lover, 

And  did  you  not  some  wanton  summer's  day, 

Out  distancing  your  virgin  troupe,  take  cover 

Beneath  black  branches  where  some  satyr  gay 

Made    amorous    advances    shamelessly? 

— You're  shocked?  Ah,   wasted  opportunity! 

G— G— G 

True  Tact 

The  traffic  policeman  had  made  a  mistake.  He  had 
ordered  a  car  to  stop  when  there  was  really  no  reason. 
The  driver,  a  middle-aged  woman,  was  justly  indignant. 

"Pardon  me,  madam,"  said  the  officer,  "but  I 
thought  at  first  you  were  too  young  to  drive." 

G— G— G 

Big  Boy — "The  music  at  dances  takes  the  place  of 
liquor." 

Shy  Young  Thing — "But  it's  intermission  now." 


G0BTTIM 
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$15.00 

For  a  Fish  Story. 


>cr 


We  offer  a  first  prize  of  $15.00  and  five  other  prizes  of  $2.00  each  for  the  best 
fish  stories  submitted  to  us. 

Historical  accuracy  is  not  essential  but  if  your  story  is  true  as  well  as  weird  so 
much  the  better.  You  have  had  the  whole  summer  to  gather  your  experiences  and 
several  weeks  to  embroider  these  experiences  in  the  way  that  every  devotee  of 
the  passion  of  Isaac  Walton  is  expected  to  embroider  them.  Give  your  imagina- 
tion free  rein.  • 

There  is  no  age  limit  in  the  competition  and  there  are  no  restrictions  beyond  the 
fact  that  we  insist  that  entrants  do  not  write  on  both  sides  of  the  paper. 

Write  early  and  often.     All  manuscripts  must  be  in  our  hands  by  October  15. 

Address  manuscripts  to  The  Fish, 

c/o  Goblin, 

153  University  Ave. 
Toronto. 
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Edith:   "What  a  stance!" 

Reggie:      "That's   not   a   stance.      It's   an   in- 
stance." 


"What  is  a  grass  widow?" 

"A    woman    whose    husband    died    from    hay 
fever,  of  course." 


Wife:   "Money  talks,  you  know,  dear." 
Husband:       "Yes,    bu*    it    never    gives    itself 
away." 


"The  wicked  man  used  to  have  cloven  feet." 

"Well?" 

"Now  he  has  a  cloven  breath." 


Goblin 
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Booklovers,  whether  regular  subscribers  or  casual  readers,  are  cordially  invited  to  avail  themselves  of  the  services  of 
our  recently  inaugurated  Book  Department.  We  heartily  invite  you  to  write  us  if  you  desire  information  regarding 
the  best  of  current  fiction  or  of  any  particular  book,  whether  or  not  reviewed  in  these  pages.  As  a  further  service 
tkis  department  is  glad  to  purchase  any  book  for  you  without  charge. —  Address  communications  to  GOBLIN,  Book 
Department,  153  University  Ave.,  Toronto. 


FLAMING  YOUTH.  By  Warner  Fabian.  Eoni  and 
Liverighl,  Publishers.      $2.00. 

Amorous  dalliance,  "necking  and  petting,"  the  author  calls 
it,  as  engaged  in  by  the  entire  Fentriss  family,  father,  mother 
and  three  daughters,  is  the  motif  of  this  literary  mazurka,  which 
runs  through  three  hundred  and  thirty  six  pages. 

As  early  as  page  eighty  the  mother  dies,  fittingly  enough 
from  heart  trouble,  and  leaves  the  three  warm  blooded  young 
ladies  to  carry  on.  By  way  of  contrast  the  author  paints  the 
second  daughter  as  being  much  steadier  than  her  two  corybantic 
sisters.  Not  that  she  is  an  icicle,  mind,  but  she  has  her  Latin 
inhibitions  better  inhibited.  For  instance,  her  little  caprices 
include  nothing  worse  than  joining  a  back  to  nature  bathing 
party  at  a  supper  dance,  and  falling  madly  in  love  with  a 
man  unbeknown  to  her  hueoand. 

The  rantipole  life  of  the  other  two  girls  is  a  bit  more  color- 
ful, or  drab,  as  you  prefer.  Country  clubs,  intoxicating 
beverages,  dinner  dances,  polo  ponies,  and  all  the  high  life 
properties  are  dragged  in  to  provide  a  Ritzy  setting.  Two  of 
the  girls  make  unhappy  marriages  while  the  third  finally  be- 
troths  herself  to  her  paramour  (nice  word.)  And  father  we 
leave  to  his  primrose  path  permutations.  All  in  all  a  most 
mephitic  bit  of  garbage. 

If  the  "Naked  Truth"  magazine  school  of  fiction  be  to  the 
liking  of  anyone  you  know,  you  can  commend  to  his  attention 
this  cheaply  sensational  rehash  of  much  that  has  been  said  and 
written  about  that  overworked  young  noodle,  the  flapper. 

BOOKS  IN  BLACK  AND  RED.  By  Edmund  Lester 
Pearson.      The  Macmillan  Company,  Publishers.      $4.00. 

In  the  present  day  when  books  of  all  sorts  pour  from  the 
presses  with  machine-gun  rapidity  it  is  a  happy  experience  to 
come  across  such  a  felicitous  and  entertaining  book  as  the  one 
under  review.      The  preface  alone  is  alluring. 

'  'Why  don't  you  write  a  book  about  book-collecting?' 
said  he. 

'Well,  the  reason  may  seem  a  poor  one,'  I  replied,  'but 
I  know  no  more  about  it  than  I  do  about  operations  on  Wall 
Street.' 

'But  there  must  be  a  lot  of  birds,'  he  persisted,  'who  can- 
not buy  rarities  at  hundreds  of  dollars  apiece,  but  like  to 
acquire    books    at    seventy-five    cents    or    a    dollar    or    three. 


Have  You  Turned 
'Round  the  Corner? 

and  found  a  little  shop  where  you  can 
borrow  the  latest  English  and  French 
novels,  biographies  and  plays  for  a  few 
cents    a    day? 

The  Little  Shop  'Round  The  Corner 
11S4    Bay    Street,    South    of    Bloor. 


These  fellows  might  like  a  book  written  expressly  for  them- 
selves.' 

'They  might,'  I  admitted." 
Mr.  Pearson  deals  in  an  interesting  way  with  curious  literary 
hoaxes,  and  with  the  boyhood  favorites  of  yesterday.  The 
vogue  for  murder  mystery,  the  search  for  curious  books,  book- 
shops, these  and  other  matters  of  concern  to  the  bibliophile  are 
made  vastly  entertaining. 

The  type  is  clear  and  large,  the  paper  is  good,  and  the  many 
old  plates,  which  are  used  as  illustrations,  add  to  the  book's 
attractive  and  artistic  make-up.  We  have  no  connection  with 
the  publishers,  nor  do  we  know  the  author,  but  we  have  a 
sense  of  duty  which  prompts  us  to  be  as  alert  in  suggesting 
what  we  imagine  you  will  enjoy  as  in  warning  you  of  what  we 
consider  to  be  without  merit.  We  thoroughly  enjoyed  this 
book.      May  you  too. 

w.  w.  w. 


AN    INTELLIGENT    VOTER 

Each  evening  at  the  summer  hotel  my  newspaper 
arrived  just  before  dinner  and  it  was  my  custom  to  scan 
its  pages  at  the  table.  The  elderly  lady  who  sat  oppos- 
ite me  invariably  watched  this  procedure  with  an  in- 
dulgent and  kindly  eye.  One  evening  she  leaned  across 
to  speak  to  me. 

"I  notice,"  she  said,  admiringly,  "that  you  always 
read  the  editorials  in  The  Mail.  I  read  them,  too — or, 
at  least,  I  look  through  them.  I  always  have  an  idea 
that,  perhaps,  my  cousin,  Willie  Bassett,  wrote  one  of 
them." 


22 


Goblin 


lO  fresh  fragrant 
cigarettes  for  less  than 

That;  'what  goa  $ef 
when  y<*u  Roll  your 

owit  with  ORINOCO 
Its  east,!  to  learn  to 

"Roll  your  own ^ 
"Rolling  your  own 
saves  you  money 
and  it  gives  you. 
better  cigarettes 
ORINOCO  is  made 
of  cai  efulhj  selected 
genuine  southern 
#r©w^ Virginia  lea/ 
ft  if  at  itis  best  in  a 
freshly  rolled  cig- 


Roll  ijour  own  with 

ORINOCO 

-It's  easy 


Desperado — Halt!  If  you  move 
you're  a  dead  one. 

Student — My  man,  you  should  be 
more  careful  of  your  English.  If  I 
should  move,  it  would  be  a  positive 
sign  that  I  was  alive. 

— Hermonile. 


Author — I've  come  here  to  find 
inspiration. 

Clerk — Wal,  I'm  a  law-abiding  cit- 
izen myself,  but  I  think  the  hotel  has 
some  at  eight  dollars  a  quart. 

— Siren. 


§  Dancing  and  Dinner  g 
1  in   Comfort 

js  Harold   Rich's   splendid   orchestra    is   in  ff 

=  attendance    from    nine    to   twelve    upon  ff 

H  Tuesday    Thursday   and    Saturday   even-  ff 

=  ings,    at  S 

SUNNYSIDE 
PAVILION 

King   Street  Cars  to  the  Door. 

=  The    finest   floor   in    Canada.      Refresh-  p 

=  ments     a     la     carte ;     cover    charge     is  ff 

=  seventy-five     cents     per     person.       Just  ff 

=  the    place   for   a   pleasant   evening. 

ff"  Attractive  arrangements  can  be  made  = 
ff  with  clubs,  societies,  etc.,  for  luncheon  = 
ff        and  dinner  gatherings. 

=       For  reservations  phone  Park.  2162.      s 


A  DAY  WITH  THE  HUMAN 
FLY 

8:00  A.M. — Wakes  up  and  rolls 
off  apartment  house  roof.  Wife  hands 
him  cup  of  coffee  as  he  passes  second 
story  window. 

8:30  A.M.  —  Enjoys  pipe  and 
morning  paper,  suspended  by  one  foot 
from  roof  of  trolley  car  on  way  to 
business. 

9:30  A.M. — Having  delayed  traf- 
fic half  an  hour,  he  finally  reaches 
place  of  business.  Climbs  building 
under  construction,  walking  out  on 
girder  twenty  stories  high.  Does  a 
one-and-a-half  with  a  half-twist,  land- 
ing delicately  on  top  of  flagpole  ten 
stories  below.  Receives  fifty  cents 
for  his  pains,  but  is  disappointed  be- 
cause no  reporters  are  about  to 
glorify  him. 

10:00  A.M.-2:00  P.M.— Writes 
daring  articles  for  the  prevention  of 
cruelty  to   innocent  little   flies. 

3:00  P.M.— Walks  on  left  hand 
along  minute-hand  of  Metropolitan 
Tower  clock.  Goes  up  wrong  side  of 
hand  and  falls  off  as  hand  reaches 
3:01.  Catches  himself  on  hour-hand, 
dropping  gracefully  to  the  ground. 
Receives  two  bits  and  lady's  glove. 
No  reporters  on  hand,  so  he  is  again 
disappointed. 

4:00  P.M.— Climbs  to  fiftieth 
story  of  the  Woolworth  Building. 
Lets  go  to  tie  shoe  lace,  falling 
with  a  decided  rotary  motion  to 
the  ground.  Appears  to  be  slightly 
shaken  up,  but  starts  to  walk  off 
across  the  street,  only  to  fall  off  the 
curb  and  break  his  neck.  Many  re- 
porters press  about  him,  so  he  dies 
pleasantly,  with  a  contented  gleam  in 
his  good  eye. 

— Record. 
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MOSES'  PROPHECY  MORE  THAN  FULFILLED 

"A  land  flowing  with  milk  and  honey,"  was  the  prophecy 
held  out  to  the  Chosen  People  by  their  great  Scribe,  Prophet  and 
Leader.  To-day  in  Canada  this  anticipation  is  more  than  realized 
in  the  Patterson  Full-O-Cream  Chocolate  Bar — Not  a  Swiss  choco- 
late, not  a  Milk  chocolate,  but  a  delectable,  creamy,  health-giving 
chocolate  bar  made  from  the  purest  of  cane  sugar,  honey,  and 
richest  dairy  cream. 

For  years  candy  lovers  have  demanded  a  truly  cream  choco- 
late, but  until  now  its  cost  has  been  declared  prohibitive. 

Long  recognized  the  leaders  of  their  field  The  Patterson 
Candy  Company  by  this  latest  and  greatest  achievement  have  far 
outstripped  competitors  throughout  the  continent. 

The  Full-O-Cream  Chocolate  Bar  is  now  available  from  all 
dealers  in  its  full,  luscious,  delicacy  in  5c  and  10c  packages. 

GET  YOUR  FIRST  BAR  TO-DAY 


a;[fetferson  GMT G 


limited 


TORONTO 


24 


Goblin 


Unbroken 
Thought 

is  essenlial  fa  learning 


With  a  Waterman's  Ideal  Foun- 
tain Pen,  writing  is  effortless. 
Smoothly   the  student's  hand 

moves  to  the  rpeed  of  his  thoughts.  Hb 
brain  takes  no  notice  of  his  hand  and 
pen.  Ink-wells,  blots  and  sputters  are 
miles  and  miles  away.  Waterman 
efficiency  and  simplicity  and  perfection 
make  writing  a  part  of  the  sub-conscious 
self. 


Ideal) 


is  made  in  three  tvpes  of  holders— regular, 
safety  ana  self-filler— points  to  fit  every  hand  and  every 
individua  1  character  of  writing. 

There  is  a  Waterman's  Ideal  Fountain  Pen  that  is 
YOURS— that  ycu  will  feel  you  have  held  in  your 
f:ngers  before.  Tell  the  Waterman  dealer  your  likes  and 
dislikes  about  the  balance  and  point  of  a  pen;  let  him 
see  you  hold  a  pen;  let  him  see  you  write  He  will  help 
you  find  the  pen  that  is  happily  and  finally  YUUK5. 

$2.50,"  $4,   $5   and  up 

Selection  and  Service  at  best  dealers  everywhere 


Boston 
Chicago 
New  York 


179  St.  James  Street 
MONTREAL 


San  Francisco 

London 

Paris 


ROTAL    MILITARY    COL 
KINGSTON.    ONTARIO 


LOVING   8 1 M 
(Continued  from   Page  16). 

"Law!  Ma'am!"  exclaimed  Diana, 
"that  'ere  ain't  my  husbum!  Ma  hus- 
bum  done  work  on  de  T.  H.  and  B. 

"Well,  who  is  it?"  I  asked. 

"Law!  Ma'am,"  said  Diana,  "that 
'ere  col'u'd  man  in  de  kitchen  ain't 
ma  husbum.  No'm.  That  'ere's  ma 
lover!" 


"Are  you  a  good  driver?" 
"Motor,     golf,     charity,     pile,     or 

slave?"  — Record. 

G— G— G 
"Are  you  singing  or  typewriting?" 
"Whatdya  mean — typewriting?" 
"You  were  hitting  so  many  keys  I 

couldn't  tell."  — Lond  Jeff. 


REINVESTMENT 
IMPORTANT 


The  conserving  and  reinvesting  ol 
the  incoming  funds  is  important  alikj 
from  the  individual  and  from  the 
national  standpoint.  Canada  and 
Canada's  enterprises  are  bound  to 
grow  in  the  future  and  funds  are 
needed  for  their  growth.  It  is  for 
the  investor  to  participate  in  the 
growth  of  Canadian  institutions  with 
Canada's    growth. 

An  investor's  list  should  be  represen- 
tative and  diversified.  It  should  con- 
tain first,  a  goodly  proportion  of  the 
government  and  municipal  securities. 
As  the  totals  of  these  increase,  good 
industrial  bonds  thoroughly  backed 
with  intrinsic  values  may  be  ac- 
cumulated. Then  a  proportion  of 
higher  yielding  industrial  securities 
of  varied  type  might  be  added.  In- 
dividual circumstances,  needs  and  re- 
quirements are  different  and  fuil 
consideration  should  be  given  to  these 
in  framing  the  id?al  investment  pol- 
icy to  suit   the   case. 

We   shall   be   olatl   at   all    times   to 

consult  with    those   having    in- 

rcstment   problems. 

A E AMES 6  CO 

DCKMDABLC    IMVESTMCNTS   -    ESTABLISHED  Wl 

MONTREAL  TORONTO   "EW  YORK 
VICTORIA.B.C.  CHICAGO.  ILC 

Members  Toronto  and  Montreal 
Stock  Exchange 


Student — -May   I   print  a   kiss  upon 
your  lips? 

Co-ed — Yes,  provided  you  promise 
not  to  publish  it. 

— Pitt  Panther. 


Tea  Room 
Main  2473 


Cafeteria 
Ad.  2227 


BINGHAM'S 

—LIMITED— 

Store:-  146  Yonge  St. 
Cafeteria:- 84  Yonge  St. 

Noon  Luncheon 
11.30-2  p.  m. 

Afternoon  Teas 
2.30—5  p.  m. 

Evening  Dinner 
5.00—7.30  p.  m. 

Makers  of 

"Polly-Anna  Chocolates" 

"The  Glad  Candies" 
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Goodyear  Wingf oot  Tires 

A  New  Tire  for  a  New  Demand 

There  has  developed  a  large  demand  for  a 
medium  priced  tire.  This  demand  has 
been  largely  supplied  by  inferior  and  un- 
known brands  of  tires. 

GOODYEAR  is  entering  the  medium  price 
market  with  a  superior  tire  in  its  price 
class.  It  bears  GOODYEAR's  name, 
GOODYEAR  quality,  GOODYEAR  work- 
manship and  has  GOODYEAR  distribution. 

This  tire  will  give  a  consistent  mileage  in 
relation  to  price.  Now  you  need  not  buy 
a  tire  of  unknown  or  doubtful  reputation. 
You  can  buy  a  GOODYEAR  WINGFOOT 
made  by  a  Company  whose  product  is 
known  throughout  Canada  for  its  superior 
quality. 


See  these  tires  at  your  Goodyear 
Selected  Dealer* s 

Fabric  Tires — Size  30x3}/^ 
Cord  Tires— 30x3] >2,  31x4,  32x4,  33x4 


The  Goodyear  Tire  &  Rubber  Co.  of  Canada,  Limited 


GOODfYEAR 


^  MAUt    *=^|IN     CAJN/\L>/\  IB 
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Science 


Has  made  it  possible  to  deliver 
Salada  to  your  table,  with  a 
flavor  as  delicate  and  appealing 
as  when  it  left  the  gardens. 
From  across  the  ocean  sealed 
in  a  lead  chest,  opened  by  us, 
blended,  electrically  weighed, 
vacuum  packed,  and  finally  re- 
sealed  in  air-tight  aluminum, 
Salada  reaches  your  tea-pot  100% 
pure  and  with  every  bit  of  the 
fragrant  flavor  preserved. 


SALADA1 


1! 


358 


From  the  window  little  Willie 
Dropped  his  brother  with  great  joy. 
Told  his  mother  as  she  fainted: 
"See  our  bouncing  baby  boy!" 

— Chaparral. 


Something  in  Tow 

"That  girl  is  like  an  ocean  liner." 

"How's  that?" 

"Just     a     little     tug     will     get    her 


started." 


-Bi 


Something  New  on  St.  Clair 

A  complete  line  of 
Parfums  De  Coty  Three  Flowers  Compacts 

Squibb's  Household  Products     Kodaks  &  Eastman  Films 

Moir's  Candy 

G.  H.  GROSSKURTH  LTD. 

Prescription  Drug  Store 

1078  St.  Clair  Ave.  W.  Corner  Lauder  Phone:  Ken.  1770 

Remember — nothing  too  small  for  us  to  deliver 


Goblin 

CHORUS  GIRLS.  IN  CHEY- 
ENNE? 
Dan — "Did    you    run    across    any 
stage  robbers  when  you  were  West  last 
summer?" 

Don — "Yes,  I  had  a  date  with  a 
chorus  girl  in  Cheyenne." 

— Tiger. 
G— G— G 
Doctor — "Professor,    a    little    boy 
has  arrived." 

Pre-occupied  Prof,  (with  some  as- 
perity)— "Well,  ask  him  what  he 
wants." 

— Whirlwind. 
G— G— G 
Mother  Advocate:  "And  what  did 
my  little  man  child  learn  today  at  col- 
lege?" 

Advocate  Editor:  "Well,  I  learned 
two  funny  fellows  not  to  call  me  'man 
child.'  " 

— Lampoon. 
G— G— G 
I've  heard  as  'ow  in  the  long  ago 
When  the  toffs  they  went  out  walk- 
ing 
They  took  their  lidy  friends  along 
And  'ad  a  bout  at  'awking. 
They've  put  the  lid  on  it  since  then 
By  years  of  constant  knocking 
To-day  it  means  the  "San"  or  gaol 
The  grand  ole  sport  of  'awking. 
G— G— G 
Somebody  Had  a  Party 

a  furtive  gesture  of  one  o'clock 
tinkling — 
hell! 
see,  there  or  maybee  there  is  an  Old. 
man  holding  his  index  finger  gaily 
i   think   he   is   eating   bright,   gray,   green 
moss;   with   a   pink  inkdropper    (he  is 
counting  counting  counting  undergrad- 
uates one,  two,  seven,  un,  deux,  onze, 
spurlos  versenkt). 
yes, 

it  is  tasty? 
superficially  ambles  an  ant  named  Henry 
S.  of  good  family  black  splotched  on 
(devil-laughing)       yellow      spreading 
life?     to    blow    the   nose    and    wear    the 
cravat  carelessly  always  finally 
sturdily  always 
many  trustees   (Beaver) 
palpitating  below  the  Horizon  line 
someone  with  a  big  Hand  has  just  how 

rude  taken  me  by  the  neck 
quickly  as  light  I  touch  my 
thumbtomynose 
somebody  is  gibbering  I  tell  you 

somebody  ....      — Jester. 
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OU  are  cordially  invited  to  visit  one  of  our  candy  shops.      You  will  find  clean,  quic[ 
surroundings,  pleasant  sales-ladies  and  all  that  is  wholesome  in  the  art  of  candy  craft 


81  Yz  Yonge  St.— At  King 
443       Yonge  St.— At  College 


778  Yonge  St.— At  Bloor 
1530  Queen  St.  W.-Parhdale 


The    Exchange    Department 

"...  what  if  I  didn't  buy  them  here?  I've  never  worn 
them  but  once  when  I  let  my  sister's  daughter  Mary  have  them 
for  an  evening,  and    ..." 

"...  such  expensive  ones,  because  they  never  show  with 
the  new  long  dresses,  so  I  just  thought  that  with  a  little  lace  and 
elastic  I  could   .   .   ." 

" .  .  .  this  thing  back ;  I  never  saw  a  woman  yet  that  could 
pick  out  a  necktie  for  me;  I'm  funny  that  way,  I  always  want 
to  pick  out    .     .     . " 

" .  .  .  says  you're  to  give  me  this  two  shades  lighter  or  else 
her  money  back,  and  ma  says  she  never  wanted  anything  as 
dark    ..." 

" .  .  .  husband's  Aunt  Julie  got  them  for  me,  and  I  haven't 
the  slightest  use  for  them;  but  this  lampshade  is  just  the 
thing    .     .     ." 

".  .  .  if  I  did  buy  them  at  a  sale?  They're  your  goods, 
and  just  because  I  bought  them  on  a  sale  day  is  no  rea- 
son   ..." 

.  .  .  so  I  says  to  him,  oh,  is  that  so?  and  believe  me,  he 
never  .  .  .  yes,  madam,  I'll  be  there  in  just  a  moment — he 
never    ..."  — Pelican. 

G— G— G 

"I'm  cutting  quite  a  figure,"  said  the  chorus  girl  as  she  sat 
on  the  broken  glass.  — Gaboon. 


A  Real  Friend 


"An    old    friend 
from  the   start" 

Over  200  different 
Shapes  and  Sizes 

Price 

Kola  Standard 
or  Kola  Krusl 

ONE 
DOLLAR 

At  all  good  1 obacconisls 


One  who  adds  to  your  en- 
joyment of  life; 

One  who   won't    go   back 
on  you; 

One  who  grows  on  you; 

One    who   is   a    credit    to 
your  good  taste. 

That's  a 
Kola  Briar 

It's  the  Kola  Process 
that  does  it. 

Watch  the  stores  for 

the   Tenth  Anniversary 

Jubilee  Specials. 
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" GUTTA 

CORD 

The  Tires  of 


When  Things  Go  Flat 


PERCHA" 

TIRES 

Amazing  Mileage 

Treat   Yourself    to    a    "  Gutta    Percha"   Tire 


Gutta  Percha  &  Rubber,  Limited 

Head  Offices  and  Factories,  Toronto 
Branches  from   Coast  to  Coast 


I'*4  The  Aristocrat of  Collars  '*j 


par:    

Arrow 

Collar 

One  of  the  smarted  be& 
fitting*  styles  that  has  ever 
»■         graced  the  Arrow  collection      n 

Ll. — ,_d 


First  Attorney — Your  Honor,  unfortunately,  I  am 
opposed  by  an  unmitigated  scoundrel. 

Second  Attorney — My  learned  friend  is  such  a  no- 
torious liar — 

Judge  (sharply) — The  counsel  will  kindly  confine 
their  remarks  to  such  matters  as  are  in  dispute. 

—  Virginia   Reel. 

G— G— G 

ROUND  ONE 

English  Tommy — Well,  I'll  wager  a  pound  on  this. 

American  Darky  (holding  four  aces) — Ah  dunno 
too  much  'bout  yo'  English  money,  but  I'll  bump  yo' 
a  couple  of  tons. 

— Williams  Purple  Cow. 

G— G— G 
THIRTEEN  TO  ONE 

Judge:  "Prisoner,  the  jury  finds  you  guilty." 
Prisoner:    "That's    all    right,    judge,    I    know    you're 
too  intelligent  to  be  influenced  by  what  they  say." 

— Jester. 


Mfjtrtjome  3tan 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 
Phone:  Trinity  9354 

The   handiest   rendezvous   in  Toronto;   just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 

LUNCHEON    12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a    la   carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  65c. 
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The  Paper  You've  Been  Waiting  for: 
The  NEW  Improved  Sunday  World 

CANADA'S  brightest  week-end  paper! 
Old  readers  chorus  their  approval — new  read- 
ers register  surprise  and  delight. 

If  you  have  overlooked  the  Sunday  World — the 
big  NEW  Sunday  World — get  it  this  week. 

Feature  articles  and  fiction  from  the  cleverest 
and  most  virile  pens. 

Illustrations,  sketches,  designs  that  are  distinc- 
tive— by  Canada's  master  artists. 

Music  and  drama  authoritatively  reviewed. 

General  and  sporting  news  by  experts  and  from 
exclusive  services. 

World  events  beautifully  pictured  in  high-class 
rotogravure  section. 

Don't  take  pot-luck  in  buying  your  week-end 
reading.  Insist  on  getting  the  NEW  Sunday  World 
and  enjoy  a  paper  of  tone  and  character,  reaching 
the  highest  standard  yet  attained  in  Canada's  week- 
end journalism. 


ond  Hr fastf 
all  yew, 


CANADA'S  BEST 
COMIC  SECTION 

THE  .GUMPS. 

MR.  AND  MRS. 

TOM   SAWYER 

PA'S    SON-IN-LAW. 

PETER   RABBIT. 

BETTY. 

UNCLE  WTGGILY. 

BUTTONS  AND  FATTY. 

AND  THE  EXCLUSIVE 
COLORED   CUT-OUTS. 


Coming  Soon—- A  Sparkling  New  Comic- —Watch  for  It 

Toronto    Sunday    World 
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EDDYS  MATCHES 

THE  QUALITY  MATCHES  SINCE  1851 


EDDY'S 

SAFETY 

MATCHES 


EDDY'S 

SESQUI 

MATCHES 


Three  mad  wives 

See  how  they  run, 
They  ordered  Eddy's — to  light  the  fire — 
They  didn't  get  Eddy's — hence  their  ire, 

Three  mad  wives. 

THE  E.  B.  EDDY  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

HULL,  QUEBEC 


Dependable  Service 


Through  our  long  established  connec- 
tions in  Canada,  the  United  States 
and  Europe,  .we  are  in  a  position  to 
render  complete  investment  service 
to  banks,  insurance  and  trust  com- 
panies and  individual  investors. 

Private  wire  connections  with 


DILLON,    READ    &    CO.,  New  York,    Chicago, 

Philadelphia,     Boston 


DomlI7*icct  Securities 

CORPORATION  LIMITED 

HEAD  OFFICE.:  TORONTO   26  KINO  ST.  E. 
MONTREAL  established  iwi  LONDON.  ENG.- 


THE  LATEST  POEMS  OF  GILD  A  HONKING 
THE  1 4-YEAR-OLD  POETIC  PRODIGY 

The  Stars* 
The  stars  they  shine  in  the  sky  so  blue 
I  see  them  every  night  I  do. 
They  certainly  are  very  grand 
And  so  to  them  I  kiss  my  hand. 
*This  exquisite  quatrain  is  the  best  example  We  have 
of  the  awakening  of  the    erotic    urge    in    a    young    girl. 
Note  souls  groping  for  the  truth,  as  evinced  in  the  last 
line. 

G— G— G 
We  once  knew  a   farmer  who  had  the  reputation  of 
being  such  a  darned  liar  that  he  had  to  hire  a  fellow 
to  call  his  hogs  to  dinner!  — Whirlwind. 


THE  AVENUE 
TEA  ROOMS 


107  Avenue  Road 


Randolph  7107 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Special  Weekly  Rates 


Accommodation  for  Private  Entertainments 


Our  Handy  Compendium  of  Useful  Information 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

ing  a  hit  with  this  jane,  that  he  steps  out  and  wins  the 
championship  hands  down,  which  makes  the  gal  more  than 
ever  nuts  over  him.  Then  the  dame  toddles  on  back  East  to 
her  playmates  and  leaves  the  kid  planning  how  to  make  enough 
jack  to  run  out  and  see  her  again. 

Things  goes  pretty  smooth  for  a  few  moons,  with  Walt 
pilotin'  his  new  champ  around  the  country  digging  up  prizes 
on  every  side  as  well  as  fore  and  aft.  Then  one  day  Loch, 
which  has  learned  to  read  in  his  tender  youth,  picks  up  a  news- 
paper which  says  this  skirt  over  which  he  has  been  steadily 
losing  sleep  has  got  herself  engaged  to  a  prominent  green  grocer 
back  in  the  home  burg,  and  is  planning  on  marrying  the  gent 
somewhere  in  the  clost  future.  Right  here  was  where  Scotty 
lost  his  promisin'  champ,  'cause  Loch  hires  a  express  car  to  ship 
his  horse  and  hops  a  rattler  for  the  East  and  his  girl. 

He  pulls  in  to  Montreal  on  the  very  day  of  the  wedding,  but 
which  don'  mean  nothing  to  a  lad  like  this  baby  is.  He  hops  up 
to  the  door  and  asks  the  gal  if  she  wont  walk  down  to  the  corner 
with  him  and  grab  off  a  ice-cream  soda  before  she  gets  tied  up, 
which  it  wouldn't  be  proper  to  do  afterwards.  Ellen  gets  the 
good  old  horsey  smell  on  Loch's  clothes,  which  takes  her  back 
to  God's  Great  Outdoors,  and  cant  noways  resist.  They  walks 
out  side,  and  then  Loch  springs  it  on  her  that  the  soda  stunt  was 
all  a  stall  and  that  he's  got  his  pony  waiting  down  at  the  corner 
livery.  That  Locfnnvar  lad  couldst  of  made  the  crowned  heads 
of  Europe  look  like  a  row  of  pineapple  tins  when  it  come  to 
diplomacy !  The  gal  sees  the  point  without  no  further  urging, 
and  they  both  hops  on  and  rides  double  down  the  main  street. 
The  cop  on  the  corner  recognizes  the  beautiful  heroine  and  calls 
up  the  prominent  green  grocer  to  tell  him  his  bride's  run  off, 
which  that  gent  promptly  climbs  into  his  flivver  and  starts  to 
follow  them.  How  the  soever,  he  wasn't  no  rough  rider,  and 
pretty  soon  he  drops  out  of  the  running. 

Loch  and  the  gal  now  has  a  little  ranch  of  their  own,  but 
Loch  don't  ride  no  more  broncos,  because  they  got  him  into 
trouble  once,  which  is  a  plenty.  Scotty  didn't  have  no  more  to 
do  with  the  kid  after  he  got  hisself  married  up,  so  with  out  no 
press  agent,  Loch  has  dropped  out  of  the  picture,  but  they  might 
be  a  big  story  in  it  shouldst  anyone  send  a  special  correspondent 
out  to  interview  the  kid. 
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For  Ali  mon \\ ,  or  anq  ot her 
purposcaliuaijs  send  payment 
bu  DomiTiioTi  Ixpress  Money  Order 


1 


Package  of  1 0  now     [  Q  > 

35* 


2  Packages 


pure  JAEGER  wool 

FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 
For  Men,  Women  and  Children 


SWEATERS 

GOLF  HOSE 

OVERCOATS 

CAPS 

WAISTCOATS 

SCARVES 


BATHING  SUITS 

HOSIERY 

GLOVES 

DRESSING  GOWNS 

UNDERWEAR 

SLIPPERS 


Blankets,  Travelling  or  Motor  Rugs,  Sleeping 
Bags  and  numerous  novelties  of  finest  pure 
wool. 

Catalogue  mailed  free  upon  application. 


"The  Jaeger  Shops 

Retail  Selling  Agents 

MILTON'S  LIMITED 


99 


84  Yonge  St. 
At  King 


707  Yonge  St. 
At  Bloor 


=£> 
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STUDENTS! 

Attention  Please. 


vttf 


HE  BOrfBn08 

-^  V 


tttfft 


School  work  is  not  so   hard  when 
you  get  the  right   supplies. 
Insist  on  getting  them  at 

RAIN  BROS. 

the  store  of  service  and  satisfac- 
tion because  we  give  5%  discount 
to  students. 


353  Yonge  St., 
Opp.  Elm  St., 
Phone    Ad.    6826. 


and  497   Bloor  West, 

Between    Brunswick 
and    Borden, 
T.    5290W. 

Agents  for  Waterman's  Fountain  Pens 
and  Evershari>  Pencils.  If  you  have  any 
pen  or  pencil  troubles,  bring  them  to  us 
and    we   will    repair   them. 


THE  RETURN 

I  have  come  back  again  to  the  old  house, 
To  the  old  house  under  the  hill, 

I  am  standing  once  more  in  the  dooryard; 
I  am  feeling  the  old-time  thrill. 

The  door-step  is  worn  and  crumbling; 

1  he  shutters  are  hanging  askew, 
And  the  dim  ghosts  people  the  pathways 

Where  once  the  lilacs  grew. 

Oh,  I  take  my  way  past  the  gate-posts, 
Where  often  I  climbed  of  yore, 

And   I   wander  over   the   roadside 
And   into  the  abattoir. 


The  Experimenter 

"So  you  made  this  home  brew  your- 
self? It  smacks  all  right.  I  didn't 
know  you  had  it  in  you." 

"I  haven't." 

G— G— G 

Sing  a  song  of  sixpence, 
A  pocket  full  of  rye. 
Such  disillusionment 
Should  make  a  fellow  cry. 
Sixpence,  the  hell  you  say! 
Six  dollars,  Guy. 

— Jack-o-Lantcm. 
G— G— G 

Molly:  "I  hear  they  have  caught 
one  of  those  clever  hotel  robbers." 

Cholly  (glancing  at  bill):  "That 
so?     What  hotel  did  he  run?" 

— Jack   o'    Lantern. 


VoZet 


Fraternity  House — 1177  Bay  St.,  12  large 
rooms,  2  kitchens,  electric  fixtures  through- 
out complete,  2  ranges,  2  refrigerators, 
servant's  bedroom,  pantry,  3  bathrooms, 
Rudd  heater,  2  furnaces,  large  cellar,  W.  C. 
and  basin,  with  two  large  rooms  for  storage 
or  other  purpose.  Lawn  in  rear  80  x  66 
feet.  Side  entrance  and  verand.a.  Rent, 
$250  monthly. 

ARNOLDI,  GRIERSON  &  PARRY 
Solicitors,  293  Bay  St. 


£Hebgeujoob 

(Established  1905) 

^    Home      Cooking      such      as 
Mother's    at    her    best. 
<J    Daintily  served  meals  of  the 
highest     quality     in     idea!     sur- 
roundings. 

•I  An  invitation  to  dine  at  the 
Wedgewood  Tea  Rooms  is  a 
distinct  compliment. 
(§  Our  meals  are  a  treat  for  the 
jaded  palate  of  the  epicure. 
•J  We  are  famous  for  our  Sun- 
day  dinners. 

fcrinttp  2634 
695  Hepatoma  gbenue 


"She    married    a    mormon,    didn't 
she?" 

"Well,   she   took   an  eighth  interest 
in  one."  — Life. 

G— G— G 
Excited  voice  (over  the  telephone  to 
physician)  —  Doctor,     my    mother-in- 
law  is  at  death's  door.      Please  come 
and  see  if  you  can't  pull  her  through." 

—  Tiger. 
G— G— G 
A  Crave  Mistake 
Bosh — Where's  the  funny  paper? 
Gosh — Funny  paper!   To-day  ain't 
Sunday.      I  told  you  not  to  take  that 
bath   last  night.  — Burr. 

G— G— G 
First  Catch  Them 
If  all  the  followers  of  Mr.  De  Val- 
era  were  placed  end  to  end,  we  are 
informed,  they  would  reach  about  seven 
miles  out  to  sea.  A  lot  of  people  are  in 
favor  of  this  scheme.  — Punch. 


"Say   it   with  Flowers 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 
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Limited 
8  West  Adelaide  St.,  Toronto,  Canada 

PRICES    AS    LOW    AS    THE    LOWEST    AND 
QUALITY   THE  BEST. 


LiOBLIN 
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Packard  Single-Eight  Sedan 

Behind  the  wheel  of  the  Packard  Single-Eight 
— successor  to  the  Twin-Six — you  discover 
almost  at  once  that  new  engineering  princi- 
ples have  provided  a  degree  of  accelera- 
tion and  deceleration,  an  eSortless  flow  of 
power  and  an  ease  of  control,  never  before 
realized  in  any  car. 

It  is  probable  that  the  most  remarkable 
feature  of  this  Packard  achievement  is  the 
combination  of  these  extreme  qualities  with 
economy  of  maintenance  only  equalled  by  the 
Single-Six — companion  car  of  the  Single-Eight. 

We  invite  you  to  a  demonstration  ride. 

Single-Eight  Touring  Car,  $5710  in  Canada 
Single-Six   Touring   Car,  $3935  in   Canada 

All  Trxes  Paid 

Packard-Ontario  Motor  Company,  Ltd. 


TORONTO :     18  Bloor  St.  E. 


HAMILTON:     43  Main  St.  E. 


PAC  K  ARD 
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Goblin 
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msome 


Where  Beauty  Smiles 

and  Wit  Delights 

There  Miss  Priscilla  Dean  moves  with  "the  youth 
and  freshness  of  a  Grecian  Queen,"  radiating 
gaiety  and  cheerfulness.  How  she  preserves  her 
complexion's  radiant  charm  through  her  long  and 
strenuous  days  of  work  is  here  disclosed  in  her 
own  words: — 

"I  find  'Winsome   Toilet  Soap  excellent— 

Winsome  in  name  and  Winsome  in  deed. 

It  is  refreshing  to  use  for  Toilet  and  Bath 

after  the  day's  work." 

Sincerely  yours, 

Winsome  is  the  most  delightful  soap  imaginable,  and  a  beauti- 
ful skin  will  result  from  the  following  simple  Winsome  treat- 
ment. Make  a  lather  in  warm  water  with  Winsome  Soap, 
and  massage  every  inch  of  the  face  and  neck  gently  and 
thoroughly.  Rinse  carefully  and  dry  with  a  soft  towel.  The 
daily  practice  of  this  Winsome  treatment  will  make  the 
skin  naturally  robust,   and  glowing  with  colour  and  beauty. 

Sold  at  all  good  drug  and  department  stores. 


Miss  Priscilla  Dean 

Universal  Star 

V1NOLIA  COMPANY  LIMITED 

Soapmakers  to  H.M.  The  King 
LONDON      PARIS     TORONTO 


ETERNAL  EMPTINESS 
Joseph  Schull 
Ah  yes,"  I  trusted  you,  gave  you  my  all 

For  the  thing  that  I  loved  in  you, 
Believed  the  promise  your   false   face  held — 
Ah  God!  how  little  I  knew! 

The  ways  of  the  city  were  new  to  me, 

I  trusted  your  lying  smile, 
I  was  starved  for  the  things  you  promised  me, 

Nor  dreamed  you  could  be  so  vile. 


[riotttaOlDstumt 


©tytatmal  Supplies 
Masquerade  and  Carnival 

Costumes  for  Hire. 


KINS-  STREET,  WEST. 
TORONTO.  ONTARIO. 


I  was  a  fresh,  sweet  girl,  and  you 
Seemed  all  that  my  heart  desired; 

And  I  dreamed  of  the  joy  you  would  bring  to  me- 
But  now  I  am  tired,  tired. 

You  have  betrayed  me;  I  leave  you  now, 

Foolish  and  weak  I  have  been, 
But  never  again  will  I  try  to  get  gum, 

From  a  damned  old  slot  machine ! 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St., 


Tel.  N.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


ELECTRIC 
RANGE 

Jhe  PERFECT  MODERN  COOKING  APPLIANCE 


THE  Hotpoint  Electric  Range  is  a  perfect  mod- 
ern electrical  appliance,  built  for  preparing  food 
in  complete  comfort  under  absolutely  sanitary  con- 
ditions. 

The  oven  with  its  rounded  corners  is  as  easy  to 
keep  clean  as  the  top  of  your  piano.  The  racks  lift 
out  entirely,  and  both  the  upper  and  lower  elements 
are  hinged. 

In  short,  the  Hotpoint  embodies  every  element 
of  convenience  and  comfort  that  can  be  built  into 
an  electric  range. 

"MADE  IN  CANADA"    BY 


Canadian  General  Electric  Co, Limited 
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DOW    SCALP  THE.    PALE  PACE  ,  Jin!  ME  HAS 
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